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sequently moved on. Even our experiences of the ports had
scarcely prepared us for the cynical indifference to human life
which his experiences incidentally revealed as an everyday affair
in " the camp." In sparsely inhabited districts, with their very
recent population, the factors are absent through which primitive
societies generally secure justice, clans do not exist, families are
the exception, and in almost every case a man is simply a unit.
The more advanced methods of keeping the peace have either not
been formed or are not effective, for crime is often connived at
by the authorities themselves. The result is that the era of
vendetta and private revenge seems civilised in comparison with.
a state of things where no notice is taken of murder, and the
victim who falls in a brawl or by fouler means simply disappears
unknown and unmissed, while the murderer goes scot-free to
repeat his crime on the next occasion.
Freeman had, inter alia, been employed on one of the farms
in Patagonia, along the coast of which we were sailing, and told
tales of the pumas, or South American lions, which abounded
in a certain neighbourhood. This district had railway con-
nection with a little anchorage known as Port Desire, and as
one of our intervals in harbour was now due S. arranged to turn
in here, and go up-country with him to try to get a shot at the
animals. We therefore put into the port on October 3rd. It
is a small inlet, of which the surrounding country is covered with
grass, but flat and dreary in the extreme, the only relief being
a distant vision of blue hills. Sir John Narborough, who spent
part of the winter here in 1670, said he never saw in the country
" a stick of wood large enough to make the handle of a hatchet."
The human dwellings are a few tin shanties. In a walk on
shore we were able to see in a gully, a few remains of the walls
of the old Spanish settlement. As to the puma, fortunately
from its point of view, the railway service left a good deal to be
desired. We arrived on Friday, and there turned out to be no
train till the following Tuesday, so it lived to be shot another
day—unless indeed It met a more ignominious end, for the
South American lion is so unworthy of its name that it is some-
times killed by being ridden down and brained ydth a stkrupT
iron* We took three sheep on board, as mujton at twopence a
pound appealed to the hous^teping mind, and wereable:to secure
some water, .which'is brought 4*3WI* by rail; it wasarelief to have

